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p at the top of the house the heat of a long summer’s 
day still lingers, though it is past eight o’clock. Lace- 
edged curtains hang at a small dormer window, which has 
been opened wide to catch even the slightest of breezes 
should one happen along, but the curtains are motionless 
in the still air. There is the distant sound of a lawn mower 
— the gardener rounding off his day’s work now that the 
sun has sunk lower and made mowing less tiring — and a 
smell of newly-cut grass which teases the nostrils in the 
maid’s room with the pretty curtains. Nostrils, though, are 
not alone in the matter of being teased in the secluded 
room up in the roof. 
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‘Ooo-n.no...no, please —’ Firm young buttocks shiver 
faintly as their overheated plumpness responds to the 
cool-finger touch of a shiny cane, stretched in a lazy, 
tantalising way across a girl’s unwillingly-elevated 
bottom. 

“Up, girl — come along now — lift it up!’ The cane 
smacks the reluctant bum-cheeks and elicits a little gasp 
and a gulped ‘P-please —’ from the panicky girl, who 
knows only too well why the cane is insisting that she 
should push her bottom up and out again after it’s last 
visitation. ‘Please, sir —!’ she whimpers, but another 
teasing flick across the tops of her pressed-together thighs 
coaxes her to ‘lift up’ a hesitant half-inch more. ‘Oooh... 
p...please —’ 

‘A little higher, if you please, Michele .’ His voice is 
tight with the impatience of tone that he affects with the 
servants and a half-serious stroke cuts across both 
tentatively-elevated buttocks. ‘You will do as you're told} 


Michele gasps a miserable ‘N...no...oooo, sir —’ but 
screws up the last of her self-control and pushes her 
crimson-kissed bottom just a fraction higher, all she can 
manage, her back hollowed and her bare toes hurting on 
the uncarpeted floorboards of her bedroom. ‘Please — 
more, sir — oooh, please —!’ 

The cane hovers, taps the taut buttocks, and lift 
and away. ‘000...0000.’ The ‘thwack’ seems to col 
the same instant as the swish of the cane's di 
through the air. Michele jerks suddenly, her hips sı 
sideways and her feet slipping away from under her 
collapses over the end of her bed and ı 
desperate hands at her flinching buttocks. She 
into the bedclothes, great gasping sobs which < 
body and leave her bum-cheeks all a-quiver. 


“Bottom up 
and wretchedh 
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‘Up, Michele — haven't you learnt yet!’ and the cane 
flicks bare and trembly buttocks. The girl whimpers and 
pushes her bottom out a bit and the whole thing begins 
again. : 

The moon floats high over the copse at the far end of 
the kitchen garden, and Michele stands at her window and 
wonders if she might see a shooting star. If she did, she 
says to herself, she would make a wish, and what she 
would wish would be that she could go back to the day 
before yesterday, to before she went to the station to take 
the train to come to this house, and she would tell her 
uncle that there were more things to life when you were 
sixteen than the promise of an inheritance at the age of 
twenty one. She watches for her wishing star, and half- 
consciously she hoists up her nightie and touches with 


obedience. 


tentative fingertips at the hot tenderness across the 
crowns of both her buttocks, feeling faintly-raised lines 
and an all-over warmth which might almost be pleasant 
were it not so hard come-by. 

Tears begin to trickle down her cheeks; she knows that 
if there is one thing in the world she doesn't ever want any 
more of, it's that awful, dreadful cane across her bottom. 
The butler's spanking had been bad enough, but she'd 
been spanked a hundred times before and she knew that 
even if it made her cry she could still survive it somehow; 
but being caned! She doesn't ever, ever want to be caned 
again! 

Yet he is coming back; the cane is still on the hook 
behind the door and he has said that she will have to be 
caned again, tonight and every night, until she learns 


g fe 


After a while she brushes the tears from her cheeks 
and takes a deep breath, then she reaches down and pulls 
her nightie up over her head and drops it onto the floor. 
Then all she can do is wait. 

The little window has been closed against the night air, 
though the curtains remain undrawn. The moon has 
slipped out of sight round the angle of the roof, and the 
house is quiet. y 

“Lift up, Michele.” His voice is no less impatient. 
‘Come on, girl — stick it right up —’ 

‘S-sorry, sir —’ whispers Michele, and she hollows her 
back and strains up on her toes across the end of her bed 
and pushes her bottom ‘right up’. 

‘Now keep it there.’ 
“Y -yes, sir —’ 
‘And don’t wriggle it about, child.’ 
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‘No, sir —’ But try as she might, she can’t help but 
wriggle, because although she's been taught how to tilt 
her bottom up and keep it still to be caned, this is nothing 
at all like being caned. Michele tries really hard, but she 
can't help it, and the funny thing is he doesn't really seem' 
to mind too much. After a bit he's all wriggles, then all 
gasping breaths and little pleading squeals, and then she 
feels faint and funny and very weak at the knees. and h 
lets her slip off the end of his fingers. 


The evening sun dipping behind a row of trees, the distant 
sound of a dog barking in a farmyard, and no-one within 
a mile to stumble upon the little tent pitched in a secluded 
copse. 


“Right, where is it?” asked Mr 
‘Shilton. “The Camper’s and Hiker’s 
Friend. Has anyone seen it?’ 

Susan who hadn’t been on a 
camp with Mr Shilton before, who 
indeed hadn’t done any camping, 
looked blank. Julie giggled. 

‘Wha...what?’ said Susan. 

‘The Vaseline, Susan dear. The 
soother of chafed parts; the protector 
of potentially sore orifices.’ 

Susan went bright red. This time 
both Julie and Angela giggled. Mr 
Shilton, smiling, stepped closed to 
Susan. ‘Yes, orifices, Susan darling. 
You know what orifices are, 
presume?’ 

Her cheeks went even re 
Yes she did know what orifices 
Mr Shilton’s hand reached 
his finger gently rubbed 
Susan’s full lips. ‘Lips can: 
sore on a camping trip, 
don’t want pretty Susan to come 
home with her lips all'Sore, do we?’ 

Julie and Ang 15511 


again. Julie said, ‘What lips?’ and 
then ‘Ooouch!’ as Mr Shilton turned 
quickly round and slapped her bare 
legs below the tight blue skirt. As 
Susan watched, wide-eyed, Mr 
Shilton, saying ‘Naughty  girl!”, 
grabbed Julie and pulled her close 
up against him. One hand was 
squeezing her waist and the other 
quite unashamedly roved over the 
1 sat of Julie's short skirt. 
ade squealing sounds but 
to enjoy what was 
pening. Susan bit her lip. She 
was new to this Guide Group and Mr 
Shilton, in charge, seemed a lot 
more — well, friendly, to the girls 
than Mrs Astbury, who she had had 
before. 

Mr Shilton suddenly stopped 
grappling with Julie and grabbed 
Susan’s arm. ‘Come on, Susan; you 
and I shall search for the Camper’s 
Friend. You other two get thing 
stowed away in the car.’ 

There were just the four o 


Mr Shilton and the t 
they were going off for 
end: three nights. The 
tents. Two girls in one ten 
Shilton and one girl in the ot 
we each get a night with Mr Shiltór 
Angela had said yesterday wheñ 


ut at the Guide Hut. “Unless greedy 
ig Julie tries to get all three 
‘nights!’ At that Julie and Angela 
who were evidently close friends 

“started wrestling until Miss Burchill, 
r Shilton’s assistant, came in and 
sorted them out. 

Susan had blinked at what 
Angela had said. She wasn’t at all 
sure she wanted a night in a tent 
with Mr Shilton. He was dishy all 
right if you liked older men — 
thirtyish probably, tall and good- 
looking and the other girls were all 
swoony about him. But the fact that 
he was attractive made the thought 
of a night in a tent with him that 
much more scary. 


they were getting their things sorted ~ 


Now she found herself taken by 
the hand and marched indoors, into 
Mr Shilton’s house. They. had all 
three been driven out here to his 
place by their mothers. A 20 mile 
drive would get them to where they 
begin hiking. ‘Upstairs’ said Mr 


hilton. ‘I have a feeling it might be 


st, quite possibly so that he 
admire her bottom as she 


louse and a blue skirt, 
together with knee-socks and black 
shoes. The skirt were short, baring 
the full length of slightly chubby 
thighs, and alse attractively tight 
over her plump bot 
aspect was an extrem 
sight. Too stimulé 
Almost immediately she ga: 
as Mr Shilton’s hand reac 
and up. 


‘Sorry-s-sorry, but it hurts! Really it does!” 
‘Don’t worry, mv dear. vou cry all you want; there’s 
no-one to hear you — now, just lift your bottom up a little 
bit more — 
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By the time they had got to the 
top Susan had emitted several more 
squeaks for a girl’s bottom really is 
at risk when ascending stairs 
immediately in front of a bottom- 
keen individual such as Mr Shilton. 
At the top he delivered a sharp but 
friendly slap, making the blue cotton 
wobble. 

‘A very nice one, Susan. A very 
pretty bottom and of course a very 
pretty girl.’ 

Susan was an attractive package 
all right, medium height with all her 
various bit and pieces firm and well 
rounded plus a softly pretty face 
framed by long well-brushed blonde 
‚hair. The Fates had clearly been 
smiling on Mr Shilton when a week 
ago her mother had brought her 
round to the Guide Hut. They had 
just moved to the town and she was 
keen for Susan to continue the 
discipline of guide training. 

‘By all means,’ Mr Shilton had 
welcomed. ‘She can come on the 
little hike I’m organising for the 
weekend.’ 

They crossed the landing to enter 
a pretty, feminine-looking bedroom. 
It was a small room but it contained a 
double bed. On a bed-side table, 
next to two books, there, sure 
enough, it was. A small jar labelled 
‘Vaseline’. Susan’s wide eyes took it 
in and took in also the two books. 
The top one was ‘Wild Flowers of 
Our Countryside’. Under it, on the 
spine of the second book, she read, 
‘What a Girl Should Know About 
Sex’. Looking at this and the jar of 
Vaseline Susan felt the colour 
flooding to her cheeks. 

“Yes, here we are. I thought so.” 
Mr Shilton put his arm round Susan, 
turning her and gazing into the big 
blue eyes. ‘I keep this room made up 
in case a girl wants to stay the night 
after Guide Work. And it looks as if 
our little friend has come in here 
ready to greet any pretty visitor, 
doesn’t it?’ 

Susan didn’t answer. It was very 
disconcerting having Mr Shilton so 
close and she was also thinking 
about that scary book. ‘What a Girl 
Should Know About Sex.’ Susan 
didn’t know very much, but she bet 
the other, Julie and Angela, did. 
And Mr Shilton of course... And 
there was the little friend... That 
jar... The way they had giggled... 

Mr Shilton sat abruptly down on 
the bed. ‘OK,’ he said. ‘Now we've 
found him he’d better do his job, 
hadn’t he? All those little parts that 
can get sore.’ His hand came out and 
slid lightly onto Susan’s thigh. He 
gave it a pinch and then his fingers 
went up to the blue cotton skirt. 

‘Here,’ he said. “This is where 
you can get quite a bit of chafing. All 
around where the knickers stop. 
They can start cutting into sensitive 


parts when you’ve walked a few 
miles. Shall we have a look? Slip 
your skirt down, Susan dear.’ 

Susan blinked, wide-eyed. 

‘The skirt, Susan. Slip it down. 
Or shall I...’ 

Susan made a squeaky sound. 
But you couldn’t argue with Mr 
Shilton, could you? Especially if you 
were a new girl. She undid the pop 
and then the zip. Mr Shilton pulled 
the skirt down. Pink nylon knickers, 
tight and quite brief. This time it was 
a spluttery sort of gasp as Mr 
Shilton’s finger traced the taut edge 
where it cut diagonally up from the 
swelling central bulge to the hip 
bone. 

‘There,’ he said. ‘There’s where 
a girl can get problems. And here as 
well.” The fingers came suddenly 
down and pushed in between 
Susan’s legs, where the pink nylon 
stretched over that soft bulge. ‘Right 
here.’ 

Susan’s knees felt as if they had 
turned to jelly. 

‘Slip them down,’ he said, ‘and 
lie on the bed. On your back with 
your knees up. Then we'll see if our 
little friend can do his job.”- 

Somehow Susan was up on the 
bed with her skirt and knickers off 
and her knees up. Mr Shilton’s 
accomplished fingers smoothly 
applying the Hiker’s Friend to where 
the knickers might chafe. Sweating, 
Susan stared fixedly at the ceiling, 
her two hands desperately grasping 
handfuls of bedspread. She simply 
wasn’t used to anything like this. 
There had never been nothing of this 
sort at that other Guide Group with 
Mrs Astbury... 

She gave a sudden shudder. Mr 
Shilton’s finger, fully laden with 
Hiker’s Friend, had moved from the 
side, where the edges of her knickers 
went, to the centre. The very centre. 
A girl’s very central super-sensitive 
spot. 

‘And here,’ said Mr Shilton. 
‘Right here. A girl wouldn’t want to 
get sore here.’ The finger went in... 
and out... and then repeated its 
action... ‘There.’ 

‘I bet it was in the bedroom all 
the time,’ smirked Angela. ‘And I 
bet Mr Shilton knew it was there.’ 

Susan was back down with 
Angela in Mr Shilton’s car, though 
not too sure how she had got there, 
not sure that her legs could possibly 
have transported her. Julie was in 
the house now, upstairs. 

‘Mr Shilton’s naughty, isn’t he?’ 
Angela was continuing. ‘What about 
at your other group. You had a lady 
Guider you said. What was she like?’ 

Susan shook her head. She felt all 
woosy. ‘Uh...OK... She knew a lot... 
about knots.’ 

‘Knots?’ Angela sounded 
incredulous. ‘Cripes! That’s really 


boring. I hope Mr Shilton’s not going 
to be too long-with Julie. Julie’s a bit 
naughty at times, you know.’ She 
giggled and reached her hand 
across, to the silky bare surface of 


Susan’s thigh. ‘Got the Vaseline on, 
have you? That Hiker’s Friend. 
Don’t you think Mr Shilton’s super!’ 

Susan wasn’t in a state for 
thinking anything really. What had 
happened had been just too much. 
The hand on her ‘thigh squeezed 
gently. ‘What about that lady Guider 
who knew all about knots? Was she 
pretty? What d’you think of Miss 
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Burchill? She's pretty, isn't she? 
She's 23. She's got a really good 
figure too.’ Angela giggled again. 
“She's got a lot of black hair on her 
thing. Like Julie, only more than 
Julie.” 

Susan pictured Miss Burchill, 
Assistant Guider, who was an 
attractive brunette. In what 
circumstances had Angela seen 
her...her thing? ‘Is yours blonde or 
more brown?’ queried Angela, 
fingers tracing little patterns on 
Susan’s silky flesh. ‘I suspect Mr 
Shilton had a good look, when he 
was putting on the Hiker’s Friend.’ 

Susan swallowed. Yes, Mr 
Shilton had had a good look. And 
not only a look. She put her hand 


_ talk with her. She doesn’t want her 


oN Rea 


over Angela’s which was now at the 
‘top of her leg scarily close to where 
Mr Shilton’s hand had so mind- 
bogglingly been. Susan thought 
“again of that book. ‘What a Girl 
“Should Know About Sex.’ 

‘Have you ever...er... stayed 
with Mr Shilton? I mean for the 
night?’ 

‘Oh yes; of course. Don’t worry, 


| you'll get to stay. When you're doing 
- Special Instruction.” 


“Wha...what?” ; 
‘Special Instruction. You know: 


Sex Instruction silly. Hasn’t your 
_ mother got you down for that?” 


‘N...nooo. I don’t think so.’ 
‘She will. Mr Shilton will have a 


daughter to learn all that stuff from a 
lot of ignorant boys, does she? 
That's what he’ll say. You'll start 
with Miss Burchill: the basics. And 
then the more advance, well 
intermediate and advanced, will be 
with Mr Shilton. Julie and I are 
doing advanced at the moment. 
That’s partly why we’re on this 
camp, so we can do some practising 
with Mr Shilton.’ k 
- Susan shook her head; it was too 
much. That was what that scary book 
as for. And what about the little 
the Hiker’s Friend, the contents 
hich Mr Shilton had used so 
nd-zappingly. Could that be used 

for anything else? For the moment 
us rgot Angela’s hand and let 
go. It took quick advantage of its 


freedom to firmly 
between her legs. 
Susan’s squeal 
Angela’s high-pitchet 
this point the car door op 
Julie, smiling smuj 
going on here?’ > 4 
Twenty minutes later they were % 
off, after Angela in turn had gone in 
the house with Mr Shilton. Julie in 
the front, Susan in the back seat with 
Angela. Susan looked out of the 
window but she didm# see anything, 
or at least didn’t see what was out 
there. What she could see in her 
mind was Mr Shiltgn’s bedroom with 
that double bed, Mid tonight and the 
next two nights: tents. One night 
herself and Mr Shilton together in a 
tent. The Hiker’s Friend; would that 
need to be applied again? To go with 
all this there was now this new mind- 


zapper. Special Instruction. 

In no time at all, it seemed, they 
were there. A little car park on the 
_ edge of the open moorland. ‘Here we 
are, Mr Shilton told them. ‘From 
here on it’s walking. And we 
shouldn’t have any complaints about 
sore nooks and crannies, should 
we?’ 

They clambered out and Mr 
Shilton opened the boot to get their 
_ things. It was just 3 o’clock, a hot 

_ July afternoon. Julie, groaning, 
said, ‘Oh Mr Shilton, we’ll be really 
sweating.’ He smacked her bottom 


and told her to get moving. They put: 


on their rucksacs and then set out, 
along a track which lead out onto the 
open moor. 

It was hot with the sun beating 
down and with your rucksac on, and 
_ they were soon sweating. The girls 


of course had smaller rucksacs. tha: 
Mr Shilton but then they natural 


weren’t as strong. Julie and Angela 


were groaning a bit but keeping up 
the pace all right, Susan felt like 
groaning but thought it best to keep 
quiet. They must have walked for 
two hours, with only little rests, 
when they came to a small lake. 
After all that hard slog it looked 
heavenly. 

Mr Shilton, after clamoring from 
Julie and Angela, agreed that they 
could stay there. He told them to put 
up the tents and then as they were 
all sweaty they could have a swim. 
None of the girls had brought 
swimsuits but Mr Shilton said that 
didn’t matter, it was quite private 
and also Guiders were supposed to 
be resourceful etc. Mr Shilton as it 
happened had brought his swim 


p happy n 


two girls were strippi 
Hooting, they grabbed her an 
before you knew ip Susan wa 
starkers too. ~ a, : 
Angela yelped, “Look; she ha 
got a real blonde one!’ Mr Shilton 
was all eyes even though he had 
seen it before in his bedroom. 
Scarlet-faced, Susan made a wild 
dash for the water. It felt freezing at 
first but at least her pink-nippled 
boobs, her bum and her downy 
blonde thing were hidden. 
They larked about in the water, 
the three of them and Mr Shilton, 
who of course had his swim shorts 


on. They were brief blue ones, 
bulging out in front in a very scary 
and exciting way. He grabbed the 
girls, including Susan, and that wet 
bulge rubbed up against her in a way 
that took her breath away. She 
thought of being with Mr Shilton in 
his tent. She wanted to go home — 
but at the same time didn’t want to. 
Tonight, though, it wasn’t Mr 


Shilton, it was Angela Susan was” 
sharing with and Julie was going in 
Mr Shilton’s tent. ‘She would’ 
laughed Angela when at 9 o’clock M 
Shilton said they might as well turn 
in and get a good night’s rest 
Susan shivering, wondered if Julie 
was going to get a good night’s rest 
In their tent Angela said, ‘Come on 
let’s zip the sleeping bags together; 


then it'll be nice and cozy.’ 

Was this normal Guide practice? 
Susan thought nervously of Angela’s 
hand which had goosed her between 
her legs in the car — and had also 
had a quick feel when she and Julie 
were grabbing Susan’s bra and 
pants off when they went in the 
water. ‘Come on,’ urged Angela, 
spreading out the sleeping bags. ‘Mr 


Shilton’s and Julie’s will be zipped 
together, you can bet on that. But 
‘then she is getting some Special - 
Instruction, isn’t she.’ 
Cripes! Susan felt dizzy 
your mothers really know 
this? The Special Instructi n 


‘Well, 
Miss Burchill does all 


Susan thought of Mr Shilton in 
that other tent a few yards away. 
And Julie at this moment getting her 
session of Advance Special 
Instruction? She thought again of the 
Hiker’s Friend and Mr Shilton’s 
words: ‘We can’t have soye orifices 
on a camping trip, Susan darling. 
You do know what orifices are, I 
presume?’ Yes she did. Angela’s 
fingers were now working in a steady 
stroking rhythym that threatened to 
blow Susan’s mind right out of her 
head — while her own fingers almost 
with a will of their own were 
similarly at work on Angela. Susan 
pictured Mr Shilton’s tightly bulging 
swim shorts. Her breath hissed out 


Angela was no 
A few yards awayéin tf 
there were similar by 


PUNISHMENT 


2 


its 
È 


a 


০ 
N 


The Conference organised by the Home 
Office was over. It had been well attended 
by over 100 Prison Governors, Assistant 
Governors and senior officials. Also by the 
Governors of two of the largest Approved 
Schools in the country, one for boys and 
one for girls. These were the places where 
an impatient Home Secretary had 
recommended that recalcitrant teenagers 
be given ‘a short, sharp shock’. Actually 
the ‘shock’ handed out was not all that 
short. Six months to a year was a common 
place sentence. : 

Charles Mason, Governor of Brand’s 
Marsh, a boys’ school sought out his 
Opposite number on the distaff side after 
the Conference. It had occurred to him a 
little chat might be beneficial. 

‘Mrs Rosworthy?’ He caught up with 
her in one of the aisles of the hall. 

‘Miss Rosworthy’, answered a rather 
grim faced figure in her early forties. 

‘| beg pardon, Miss Rosworthy.’ 
Charles inclined a head of greying, 
thinning hair. ‘Allow me to introduce 
myself. | am Charles Mason, of Brand’s 
Marsh.’ 

The hard face relented slightly. A 
ghost of a smile flickered momentarily. ‘I 
am pleased to meet you, Mr Mason,’ said 
Agnes Rosworthy. She hesitated, waiting 
for him to take the lead. 

‘| thought it might be beneficial if we 
had a talk. Would you care for a cup of tea? 
Or perhaps something stronger?’ 

‘| never touch alcohol,’ came an acid 
reply. ‘Tea will do nicely.’ 

“Yes, you look the sort, reflected 
Charles. Frankly, he would have welcomed 
a couple of large Scotches at that moment. 
Still, it was something which could be 
postponed. He followed the drably suited 
woman into one of the tearooms, noting 
the heavy, flat-heeled shoes. She very 
much looks the part, he thought. A right 
harridan on duty, he could imagine. He 
didn't envy the girls sent to Galway House, 
where the Girl’s Approved School was 
situated. 

Sitting in a quiet corner, over a tray of 
tea, the two began by discussing prison 
matters in general... and both agreed that 
the calibre of those sent to them seemed to 
be declining rather than improving. 

‘| put it down to the parents,’ said 
Charles Mason. “They're far too easy- 
going these days.’ 

‘| agree. Home discipline is of vital 
importance. However, | think the do- 
gooders in this nation have a lot to answer 
for. Mrs Thatcher has talked about 
bringing back Victorian standards. | 
second that. But | would go further. | 
would bring back Victorian discipline.’ 

Charles pricked up his ears. 
Interesting. He wondered if she put her 
ideas into practice at the school. It would 
be well worth finding out. 

‘There’s a lot in what you say, Miss 
Rosworthy,’ he nodded. ‘In confidence, at 
my place, | use a cane on the more difficult 
cases. Seems to work wonders, despite 
what those do-gooders say. And the 
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Heading the way upstairs 
he can almost sense the 
panic in the girl’s tummy, 
imagine the way her fat 
young buttocks tweak 
together at the sight of the 
cane in his hand — 


authorities are happy to turn a blind eye. 
They are aware that most of the violent 
ones only react to violence. It’s no good 
soft-soaping them.’ He paused. ‘Not an 
option open to you, of course.’ 

Agnes Rosworthy leant closer. ‘Don’t 
be so sure, Mr Mason,’ she said in a low, 
conspiratorial voice. ‘Also in confidence, | 
can tell you that | have devised ways and 
means of dealing similarly with hard 
cases.’ 

Charles was delighted to hear it. It was 
nice to know that some of those little 
bitches got atoned. ‘Is that so?’ he said. 
"Well, that’s most interesting.’ He meant 
what he said. Frankly, Charles Mason 
would far rather have been running a girls’ 
school than one for boys. However, such 
an arrangement was forbidden by the 
authorities. Understandably, but 
regretably. ‘How do you manage it?’ he 
asked. 

The stern figure considered. Perhaps 
she did not wish to reveal her secret, he 
thought. Then she answered. ‘Quite 
simple. Every girl wants to get out of the 
place as soon as possible. So, an extra 
month — or months — on a sentence is 
very much dreaded. These increases in 
sentence can be awarded by a Court for 
more serious offence.’ Agnes Rosworthy 
leant closer again. ‘However, it is my 
practice to give an option. She can either 
take a caning from me or have her 
sentence increased.’ 

“And how many do that?’ 

‘| have only known two girls opt for an 
increased sentence.’ 

‘Mmmm... even more interesting. That 
is indeed giving them a short, sharp shock 
— as our Home Secretary has urged. You 
cane them on the hands, | suppose?’ 

Good Lord, no!’ Miss Rosworthy looked 
at him with something like contempt. ‘I 
cane them on the backside. The bare 
backside.’ 

“Well, well... you do rather surprise 
me.’ 

‘It is a place designed for a cane and it 
does no permanent damage,’ went on 
Miss Rosworthy, seeming to warm to her 
theme. ‘Caning on the hands only prevents 
a girl working — and can damage the 
hands. Whereas, on account of discomfort, 
a girl can always work standing up.’ 

‘Quite so,’ nodded Charles Mason, 
tapping his fingertips together. ‘Well, 
Miss Rosworthy, you have heartened me. | 
am sure we are both working on the right 
lines. The authorities would approve, | 
reckon, but it would not be political for 
them to say so.’ Charles paused. He was 
getting to the crunch point of this little 
meeting. 41 don’t know whether you could 
spare the time to visit my school.’ 

‘I’m very busy at the moment,’ came 
the reply. ‘We are expanding.’ Now it was 
Miss Rosworthy who paused. ‘Perhaps you 
would like to drop in and see how we run 
things at Galway House.’ 

It was the very suggestion Charles had 
been praying for and he sounded not to 
appear over-keen. ‘That could be of value,’ 


he replied. ‘Yes, indeed. Thank you, Miss 
Rosworthy. l'Il take you up on that in the 
near future.’ 

‘Just telephone me the day before,’ 
said the harridan, standing up abruptly. 
As far as she was concerned, the 
discussion was over. She extended a hard 
hand and Charles shook it firmly. Content- 
edley, he watched Miss Rosworthy march 


off. Now he could go and really enjoy those 
Scotches! 


* * * * * 


Galway House was large. It had once 
been the country seat of some minor Stuart 
aristocrats. Miss Rosworthy’s suite, 
including her study, were on the ground 
floor. Tall windows looked out on a vast, 
well-cut undulating lawn, which was 
studded, here and there, with pine and 
birch trees. The inmates of the place 
worked, and were housed, in a large 
encampment of Army-type huts built in the 
grounds at the back of the house. This area 
was surrounded by high fencing, topped 
with barbed wire, well-lit and patrolled by 
uniformed women warders. Momentarily, 
it reminded Charles Mason of a prisoner- 
of-war camp. Here it was that Miss 
Rosworthy took him first. 

He inspected the living quarters, 
seeing the rows of neatly made beds, 
twelve a side, stacked with kit precisely 
positioned. It was all very military. Next 
Miss Rosworthy took him to one of the 
workshops. 

‘This is the vegetable and fruit-farming 
section,’ she explained as they entered the 
large wooden building. ‘Supplies are 
delivered every morning. They have to be 
brought here in bags, then cleaned and 
graded. Finally they are packed. It is hard, 
monotonous work. Just what is needed, in 
my view.’ 

‘| couldn't agree more.’ Charles Mason 
was looking around the vast area. How 
quiet it was, he thought... apart from the 
sound of sacks and boxes being moved, 
and the rattle of a metal conveyor belt 
upon which the fruit and vegetables were 
graded. Everywhere there were girls 
bending to their tasks. Each wore a dreary, 
uniform. A simple blouse (no tie) and skirt. 
White socks came up to just below the 
kneecaps: the shoes were clumsy and 
black. Few outfits, he reflected, could have 
been more dehumanising. How those 
teenagers must be longing to get back to 
their tight blue jeans and colourful skirts 
and dresses! It was not surprising they 
appeared so depressed. Some of them 
looked up at him sullenly as they passed, 


‚others simply continued with their work. 


Many eyes looked fearful as they saw Miss 
Rosworthy following on behind him. 
Whenever she stopped to ask a question — 
as to what a girl was doing, for example — 
she was treated with the greatest respect 
and addressed as ‘Miss’. 

"What are the working hours?’ 
enquired Charles at one point. 

“Eight till Midday. Then an hour’s 
break for lunch. One o’clock until five.’ 
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“Uh-hu. An eight hour day.’ 

‘Yes,’ said Miss Rosworthy a shade 
sourly. “That's laid down by the Ministry. 
In Victorian days, | understand, they 
worked a twelve-hour day, at least. Of 
course, they have the huts to keep clean 
and there are various duties about the 
grounds. The latter are allocated for minor 
offences. All in all, | can assure you they 
are kept quite busy. Your boys the same?’ 

‘They do carpentry and engineering 
work,’ answered Charles as they left the 
workshop. ‘They also do a lot of drilling. At 
the double.’ 

‘Our girls do PE three times a week. 
Outside whenever the weather is suitable. 
It’s made quite arduous, which doesn’t 
please some of the little slackers amongst 
them.’ Charles thought he would rather 
like to watch a large group of girls 
exercising. He wondered what they wore. 
In fact, he would have liked to watch even 
more if he had known they wore a simple 
white singlet and brief white shorts — 
shorts which were more like a pair of 
knickers. 

Back in Galway House, Miss Rosworthy 
gave him a comfortable seat in her study. 
She did not offer him any coffee but at once 
went and seated herself behind her large 
desk. Charles thought he detected a faint 
air of unease about her as if she were 
facing up to a decision. Fingers tapped on 
the desk top. That was the only sound in 
the room for quite a while. 

“You may remember we touched on the 
subject of corporal punishment, Mr 
Mason,’ she said at last. 

Charles felt his nerve-ends glow. He 
had hoped for this, but had not let himself 
truly expect it. Keep calm, old boy, keep 
calm, he told himself. ‘We did indeed,’ he 
replied. 

‘Well,’ said Miss Rosworthy, ‘It 
happens that a case of this nature has just 
come up. It is a serious matter. One of 
them actually attacked a member of my 
staff...’ 

‘Good Lord!’ 

‘Yes... it doesn’t happen often... but 
when it does, | take a most serious view. A 
minimum of six extra months is 
recommended to the Court in such cases.’ 

‘And is this going to court?’ 

Miss Rosworthy shook her head, much 
to Charles’s delight. ‘The girl — her name 
is Vickie Price and she is eighteen — has 
opted for a caning. Actually, she’s had one 
before, so she knows what it’s all about. A 
very hard case is young Price. Got sent 
here in the first place for mugging.’ 

Charles Mason clicked his tongue 
disapprovingly. ‘Some youngsters deserve 
all they get,’ he stated sentensiously. With 
mounting excitement, he was wondering 
what this girl was going to get. ‘What is 
your intention?’ he enquired, as casually 
as he could manage. 

4| am going to cane her, of course,’ 
replied Miss Rosworthy in a business- 
like way. ‘In these cases, Mr Mason, 
| have a system. If a girl is likely to get an 
extra month — four weeks — | give her 


four stokes. If, as in Price’s case, she is 
likely to get six months — twenty four 
weeks — give her twenty four strokes.’ 

“My word!’ Charles was genuinely 
surprised. He had not expected such 
severity, even in a serious case. 

“She doesn't get them all at once, Mr 
Mason,’ said Miss Rosworthy noting his 
surprise. “She gets them either in four lots 
of six, or two lots of twelve. Again, the 
option is hers. Needless to say, the waiting 
time between caning is most unpleasant 
and is all part of her punishment.’ 

‘Quite so... quite so...” Charles’ 
excitement was mounting fast. ‘And what 
has this girl opted for?” 

“Two lots of twelve,’ came the reply. ‘I 
told you she was tough. There will be a 
fortnight’s interval between canings.’ A 
long pause. 41 wonder, Mr Mason, whether 
you have any interest in seeing such a 
punishment?’ 

Charles coughed nervously. 
“Well...er...well...” he began, finding him- 
self flushing slightly. “| suppose there 
would be no harm.’ 

“No harm at all,’ said Miss Rosworthy 
briskly. ‘The girl cannot, of course, be 
aware of your presence. That might cause 
some difficulties. However, | have thought 
of a way of overcoming the problem. If you 
sit behind that screen, you will find a small 
section — a flap — which can be raised. 
You will not be noticed, | am sure. The girl 
will have too many other things on her 
mind.’ 

‘It seems a satisfactory solution,’ said 
Charles Mason, immediately wondering 
how many other guests’ had been invited 
to do the same as he. There was obviously 
more to this Miss Rosworthy than a hard 
exterior. She seemed a woman of 
imagination. Surely a genuine sadist. Was 
that the right sort of person to put in 
charge of such an establishment? Charles 
grinned inwardly. Of course it was! He got 
up and strolled over to the screen. It was 
tall and had an ornate flower pattern on its 
six panels which stood in concertina 
formation. Walking behind he found a 
comfortable, upright armchair set ready. 
Before the chair, at eye-level, he noted the 
inch-wide flap. Excellent! 

“You may as well stay there, Mr 
Mason,’ he heard Miss Rosworthy say. ‘1 
am sending for the girl now.’ 

‘Very well...‘ He heard a telephone 
being dialled. ‘Send up Price,’ rapped out 
the Governor in a very Governish voice. 
The receiver went down. ‘You must, need | 
say, keep as quiet as possible and, under 
no circumstances, interfere.’ 

‘| understand perfectly, Miss 
Rosworthy,’ replied Charles. The only 
thing he would have liked to have done was 
to light one of the small cigars he favoured. 
However, that deprivation was a small 
sacrifice indeed. For, after all, he was 
about to see an eighteen-year-old caned on 
her bare bottom. And that was something 
he had yearned to do for a very long time. 

Boys were all very well, but girls were a 
whole new ball-game. 


All over, for this time. 
She'll tell her friends how 
awful he was and how 
brave she was, but he and 
she, they’// know how it 
really was. How she cried 
even before he'd got her 
knickers down, and how 
she had to be held in 
position with a hand in the 
middle of her back for the 
last few strokes, no braver 
than any of them once the 
cane started to swish. 
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Charles raised the little flap. He had a 
remarkable view of most of the Study, but 
particularly of the desk. At that moment, 
Miss Rosworthy was closing the shutters 
across the tall windows. Then a bright 
overhead light relieved the subsequent 
gloom and a desk lamp was also switched 
on. A couple of minutes ticked by before 
there came a knock on the door. 

‘Enter...’ The door was swung open by 
a wardess and a dark haired girl in that 
drab uniform came in. She was quite tall, 
halfway pretty. Nothing to rave about. Of 
course that uniform didn't help. It 
detracted from any shape there might be 
beneath it. Intentionally. 

‘Price, Miss Rosworthy.’ 

‘Thank you, Carter.’ Miss Rosworthy 
gave the wardress a dismissive nod. The 
door closed as Vickie Price moved 
reluctantly towards the desk. “You have 
not changed your decision, Price?’ 

"N-No...Miss...’ 

“You are aware that the option of Court 
is still open to you?’ 

“Yes, Miss...’ 

‘Sign this.’ Miss Rosworthy pushed a 
piece of paper across her desk. Crafty devil 
thought Charles. She’s taking out some 
insurance. If the worse came to the worst 
(most unlikely!) she would always be able 
to say the girl had agreed voluntarily to her 
punishment. Oh yes, very clever that! He 
watched as the bending girl scrawled a 
laborious signature, then stood erect. She 
was biting her lower lip. 

‘Twelve strokes today then, Price. 
Twelve more in a fortnight’s time,’ said 
Miss Rosworthy. She slid open the drawer 
of her desk and took out a hook-handled 
willow cane. It was pale yellow, of average 
thickness. The girl’s brown eyes dilated a 
little at the sight of it. She took a step back. 
Already she seemed to be regretting her 
decision. How much more she would be 
regretting it, thought Charles, if she knew 
a middle-aged man was looking on! ‘| may 
say Price, that you thoroughly deserve this 
punishment,’ Miss Rosworthy was 
continuing. ‘The scratches on Miss 
Betheron’s face will last for quite some 
time.’ A flicker of satisfaction passed over 
that young face. ‘Not, however,’ said the 
Governor heavily, ‘for as long as the weals 
| am now going to raise across your back- 
side!’She stood up. ‘Remove your skirt and 
your knickers, Price... then bend over my 
desk. It may interest you to know, | am 
going to cane you just as hard as | can. 
That is because your original crime was 


| violence and you have continued to be 


violent within these confines.’ 
Charles saw two tears run down pale 
cheeks, but he felt no pity. The girl had a 


| wicked cheeky face... an urching sort of 
| face... and had probably been bred from 
| generations of thugs. If she were not 
| pulled up short now, she would well spend 
| most of her days inside for committing one 
| crime after another. 


He watched with febrile intensity as 


| Vickie Price removed her shapeless grey 
| skirt. What appeared was not at all shape- 


less. It was the long, lisgón white limbs of a 
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teenager. At the top of those limbs were 
the equally shapely hindquarters covered, 
for the time being, in white knickers. 

Charles was appreciative of the scene, 
all the more so as Vickie Price was shoving 
those white knickers down her thighs. A 
most well-formed bottom was disclosed. It 
was neither plump nor tightly-rounded. It 
had length as well as the normal swelling 
charms. 

‘P-Please, Miss...don’t c-cane me too 
‘ard... | didn't really mean to 'urt “er... | 
swear it...’ | 

“Too late for all that nonsense now, 
Price,’ said Miss Rosworthy firmly. 

She flexed the cane in her hands. How 
easily it bent; how supple it was. It was 
clear that Miss Rosworthy knew how to 
keep a cane in first-class condition. 

‘Get over my desk!‘ 

With a shuddering groan, Vickie Price 
obeyed the command. She. was street- 
smart enough to know it didn’t pay to fool 
around with the filth when you were on to a 
sure loser. Better to grit your teeth and 
bear it. | 

To bear it! Or, good God, bare it! That 
was what she was doing for this monstrous 
cow. How could anyone of her age be 
conned into such a thing? Yet it was 
happening. Bitterness filled Vickie Price, 
yet she gained courage from the intensity 
of her hatred for the filth. | 

The filth like Miss Rosworthy 

She would show them she had guts. 

The first stroke which Miss Rosworthy 
delivered, almost instantly robbed her of 
that brave resolution. Vickie had been 
determined not to cry out... yet an intense 
whinnying gasp had escaped through her 
clenched teeth. God... that cow had 
strength... and she had used it all. 
Absorbing the burning agony of that first 
weal, Vickie clenched even more 
desperately on the far desk edge and 
prayed for strength to endure. She had had 
one. That, it was comforting to know, was 
one extra week she wouldn't have to serve. 
Wasn't it better to get a savage cut like 
that, than to serve another week in that 
awful place? IR: : 

“Yes... yes... surely’ Vickie gritted her 
teeth more firmly. And thought joyfully 
about the scratches on Miss Betheron's 
face. It was a pity that lesbian whore 
wouldn't be scarred for life. 

Ssssswwweeeee...eeeppppttttttt! 

Agony...agony...agony! The rod biting 
and burning...deep...deep...deep. Oh how 
could she endure it? Yet she had to. She 
had to. She could not let this monstrous 
piece of filth conquer her. 

Charles, peering through the slim flap, 
was utterly gripped by the scene. The soft 
curves of the bottom he could see were so 
much more attractive than the lean, 
muscled ones he had to deal with. Also, he 
was amazed by this young girl's fortitued. 
Miss Rosworthy had given her two full- 
blooded cuts, yet the recipient had 
remained over the desk, ferociously 
clasping its edge. Admittedly, her bottom 
had writhed and twisted uncontrollably 
under the pain, but she was showing 
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admirable resolution. 
. Ssssswwweee,,,eeepppttttt! 

Number three descended. As hard as 
numbers one and two. A keening, 
despairing sound emerged from between 
Vickie’s teeth. it was a sound which 
already indicated she was reaching the end 
of her tenacious tether. Remarkably, 
however, she did not lose her grip on the 
wide desk until she received the sixth 
stroke. Then she writhed down on to the 
study floor, urgently clamping her hands 
to the freshly-raised weals which seared 
across her. 

Charles Mason was even more 
fascinated. During these contortions he 
was getting intimate little views of a most 
enthralling nature. How those thighs 
splayed, how they kicked! Oh yes, a cane 
was a great energiser! 

‘Six more,’ intoned Miss Rosworthy to 
the figure still gasping and squirming on 
the floor.’ 

“Please...please...M-Miss...can't | 
have the...the other s-six next week?” 
beseeched Vickie. 

‘No,’ said Miss Rosworthy with iron 
finality. ‘You have made your choice and 
you will go through with it. It is not 
pleasant, | know. But then, punishment is 
not meant to be, is it?’ 

Vickie made no reply to this virtually 
rhetorical question. Charles watched 
avidly as, weeping, Vickie dragged herself 
back over the desk. Six more...oh how 
marvellous. He unzipped his flies. The 
pressure was just too much. Apart from 
that...well...well. He took a firm grip as 
Miss Rosworthy resumed the caning she 
had decreed. 

Trying not to breath too heavily, trying 
not to pant, Charles Mason was totally 
captivated during those last six strokes. 
After each one, Vickie Price spent a good 
deal of time squirming and kicking about 
on the carpet. But, as night follows day, 
she always managed to force herself back 
over Miss Rosworthy's desk. 

It was a most creditable performance. 

By both the receiver and the giver. 
Charles Mason, subsiding happily, could 
only hope he would be permitted to pay a 
repeat visit to Galway House. 


* * * * * 


Vickie Price had departed painfully 
stripped and most tearful. The shutters 
had been opened. Charles Mason gazed at 
the lawn. And the trees. A most peaceful 
display. 

‘Miss Rosworthy,’ he said. ‘Do you 
know you have bird trees in your ground? 
Do you not think you might make use of 
them?’ 

‘That Mr Mason,’ she answered, ‘is 
just what | was thinking myself. Only last 
week.’ . 
Miss Rosworthy smiled one of her 
granite smiles. ‘ 

‘I'm glad about that,’ said Charles 
Mason. 

‘Will you be returning, Mr Mason?’ 
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‘| think | very well might, Miss Ros- 
worthy,’ answered Charles. “Yes...yes...l 
very well might.’ 

‘And believe me, Mr Mason, | shall 
always be happy to see you.’ 


They hands with close 
confidence. 
No doubt at all they understood each 


other very well indeed. 


shook 


“Good girl,’ he says, and he doesn’t seem so impatient. 
“Now then, let's see if you can learn something else this 
evening, eh?” 
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Te ' : “Come on now” he says encouragingly, though the 
হি রে E impatience is returning. ‘Come on — stick it up, Michele 
— that’s it — right up now —’ 
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